TRAVEL-DIARY
matum, 'we are afraid we cannot guarantee to protect
you.9 ;But we do not ask for protection,' Another difficult
pause, Tlease tell them', said Auden to Chiang, "that a
journalist has his duty, like a soldier. It is sometimes
necessary for him to go into danger.' This heroic senti-
ment, or Chiang's rendering of it, had a surprising effect.
Quite suddenly they gave us up: we were altogether too
tiresome for any further comment. Very well, we might
start in an hour.
Meanwhile there was time for a stroll round the village.
It was a glorious, cool spring morning. On a waste plot of
land beyond the houses a dog was gnawing what was, only
too obviously, a human arm. A spy, they told us, had
been buried there after execution a day or two ago; the
dog had dug the corpse half out of the earth. It was rather
a pretty dog with a fine, bushy tail. I remembered how
we had patted it when it came begging for scraps of our
supper the evening before.
We asked whether there were .many spies about. Yes,
quite a number. The peasants round here are very poor
and the Japanese offer them handsome rewards for trea-
son* How had this particular man been caught? He was a
peasant who had crossed the Grand Canal by night and
come to Ma Yuan to get news* He had been so indiscreet
as to ask the General's cook where the General lived. The
cook, who suspected him already, had exclaimed: *Qh,
you spy!' And the peasant had hung his head and blushed.
He was arrested immediately. This is Chiang's version of
the story—obviously garbled. But no doubt, from time
to time, there really is a miscarriage of justice* The Chi-
nese take no chances*
We started at half-past eight. When the horses were
brought round Chiang insisted on mounting one of them
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